22                           DAYS    WITH    BERNARD     SHAW
G.B.S. walked on and it appeared that he was not listening. There
he was, spine erect, swinging his stick at any obtrusive branch. Suddenly
he exclaimed: "God is not a servant. He's an artist. God made the world
as an artist and that is why the world must learn from its artists."
The rector would not agree. "No, artists must go to Nature for their
inspiration. I'm all for Matthew Arnold."
"The dandy Isaiah!" Shaw snorted.
The rector was shocked. "One must allow for change of fashion,"
he pleaded.
"The worst dressed person I ever knew," Shaw said, "was William
Morris* He looked like a sailor in old clothes. You should read Netvs
from Nowhere"
"I read it as a young man, of course, and was greatly impressed. A
very charming picture like your Candida*, very romantic and sentimental,"
"Well ... it served its purpose
The heavy droning of ponderous planes drowned his voice. They
flew so low that the old beech quivered and shook.
"Evil things," muttered the rector.
We walked silently towards Shaw's Corner, as he has called his
house. The rector walked on, a forlorn figure, his head well in advance
of his unwilling legs. I caught him up and we both walked right through
the village, the six o'clock news booming out from the Tudor cottage,
then from the room above the post office, and next from the inn.
"Mr. Shaw takes himself too seriously," the rector said as we turned
the corner towards his home on the periphery. "I've been reading his
Blanco Posnet again. He'll end up like Thomas Hardy and the others,
in the Church yet."
A little girl rushed out of his gate to meet him affectionately.